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ACT 1 


A black stage. 


NARRATOR: Between the time when the men of Earth harnessed the atom's 
power, and the Black Water drank the Stars of Aryas, there was an age yet 
undreamed of. And unto this came a conqueror from the North: Santa Claus, 
destined to wear the jeweled crown of The Milky Way on a troubled brow. It is I, 
his chronicler, who alone can tell thee of his saga. Now, we see the unforgiving 
wastes blow from sea and sky into the heaving hearth of Santa's workshop... 


SCENE 1 


Lights up on Anderson Cooper, who delivers his lines rapid-fire. 


ANDY: Tonight on Anderson Cooper Tonight, I’m Anderson Cooper. Reporting 
live, via CNN satellite, streaming on CNN.com, like and subscribe, #CNN. We're 
here, seventy miles north of the city of Skvalbarde, Greenland, in 40 below 0 
conditions, standing just outside the fabled Santa’s Workshop. CNN has been 
granted an all-access pass exclusive first time look CNN special event with 
Anderson Cooper, to explore the inner sanctum of Santa’s Workshop. Who is 
Santa Claus? How does he deliver toys to every child around the world in one 
night? The amazing story of Santa has baffled children and scientists alike for 
centuries. Join us tonight as we tear the corner of this Christmas-wrapped 
mystery and peak into the truth. #CNN. Santa is expecting us, so let’s go inside. 


Anderson Cooper knocks on the door. A slot opens on the door. BLINKY looks 
out. 


BLINKY: Who could that be at such an hour? Can’t you hear? We're busy 
making toys for all the good boys and girls and genderqueer children of the 
world! 


ANDY: This is Anderson Cooper, CNN. 


BLINKY: Jumping Jehosaphat! | almost didn’t recognize you. It’s Anderson-- 
(turns around) Hey, guys, it's Anderson Cooper! Should | let him in? 


ELVES: Sure! 


BLINKY: Okay Mr. Cooper, we're all big fans so you can come in for just a little 
bit. 


The door opens, lights up on Santa’s Workshop. The elves sing a joyful song. 
INSERT FUNNY OPENING NUMBER “HOORAY FOR SANTY CLAUS!” 


LYRICS: 


S-A-N-T-Y, C-L-A-U-S 
Hooray for Santy Claus! 


You spell it S-A-N-T-Y, C-L-A-U-S 
Hooray for Santy Claus! 


He’s known for spreading joy 

To all the girls and boys 

He's fat and round, but jumpin’ jiminy 
He can climb down any chimney! 

When we hear sleigh bells ring 

Our hearts go ting-a-ling 

‘Cause there'll be presents under the tree 
Hooray for Santy Claus! 


Now all year long at the North Pole 
We're busy making toys 

But he knows just what you're doin' 
So you better be good girls and boys! 


Hang up that mistletoe 

Soon you'll hear Ho Ho Ho 

On Christmas Day, you'll wake up and you'll say 
Hooray for Santy Claus! 


S-A-N-T-Y, C-L-A-U-S 


Hooray for Santy Claus! 


S-A-N-T-Y, C-L-A-U-S 
Hooray for Santy Claus! 


ANDY: (awkward beat) Uh... it seems Santa’s elves are hard at work this year 
designing all the fun toys and video games you will play with throughout the next 
couple weeks. 


We hear bells a jingalin’. 


ANDY: What's that?! | think this may be Santa Claus, get a shot, get a shot over 
there, I, uh, this is Anderson Cooper, | can’t confirm yet, but all sources are 
reporting that Santa Claus himself will shortly be entering the room and speaking 
to us live. 


Santa enters. 


SANTA: Ho ho ho! Hello Andy! (to audience) Hello everyone! Merry Christmas! 
Ho ho ho! 


ANDY: Santa, thank you for taking time out of your busy schedule to speak with 
us tonight. 


SANTA: Oh, that’s alright, Andy! | would never pass up a chance to say hello to 
all the children out there. (to audience) Hello boys and girls! Christmas is almost 
here! | hope you're all ready for fun and excitement! Ho ho ho! 


ANDY: Mr. Claus, or, Mr. Kringle, you certainly have a very busy night ahead of 
you. How are you going to manage to deliver all these toys to where they need to 


go? 


SANTA: Well, it’s magic, of course! Magic fueled by love. And don’t worry, Andy. 
We haven't disappointed the children yet! 


LEGOLAS: Except the poor ones! 


The elves laugh. 

SANTA: Ho ho. Those elves. They sure are a fun bunch, aren't they? 
ANDY: Santa, everyone wants to know: How much do you pay your elves? 
SANTA: Ho ho... what? 


ANDY: Greenland has strict minimum wage requirements. There have been 
accusations of slave labor from many insiders. Your response? 


SANTA: Slave labor?! Come now Andy, this is Santa’s workshop, not Hasbro! 
We all work together to make Christmas the most happiest time of year. The 
elves love to work in the shop, don’t you elves? 

ELVES: (with various levels of sarcasm) We sure do, Santa... 

SANTA: Ho ho ho! You see? There’s no merrier place in the world than Santa’s 
Workshop. And we take fun vacations during the summer... We go down to the 


SOUTH Pole! HO HO HO!! 


ANDY: Santa, can you tell us, what are the presents your elves are making this 
year? What can people expect under the Christmas tree? 


SANTA: Well | don’t want to give away any surprises, but | suppose a little peek 
wouldn't hurt. Let me show you a few special gifts we’re making right now! 


They walk to Blinky the Elf. 
SANTA: What have you got there, Blinky? 


BLINKY: I’m trying to finish designing the new Assassin’s Creed game. It’s really 
hard to carve photorealistic graphics with wooden tools. 


SANTA: There are no shortcuts to quality, Blinky. Keep at it! Let’s see... What 
are you working on, Stinky? 


BOB: | told you not to call me that. My name is Bob. 

SANTA: Ho ho! I’m just joking, Bob! No hard feelings. 

BOB: I’m making the new Barbie doll. Some people say these dolls set up 
unrealistic body image expectations for young girls... But | think they’re SEXY AS 
HELL! 

SANTA: And what about you, Legolas? What do your elven eyes see? 
LEGOLAS: I’m making a new iPhone. It’s very slightly different than the last one. 


SANTA: Ho ho... why don’t you try making something else, Legolas? 


LEGOLAS: Hey, it’s what they’re askin’ for. I’ve got millions of letters to work 
through. Supply and demand. 


SANTA: Ho ho, well, if it'll make them happy... 
BLINKY: Check this out, Santa! 

SANTA: What is that now? Let me see... 
BLINKY: It’s a Martian. 

SANTA: A martian doll! Ho ho, how clever. 


LEGOLAS: | hope there really are people on Mars. Then we could give them 
presents, too! 


SANTA: That’s a swell idea, Legolas. Sadly, | don’t think life could survive on 
Mars’ surface. Why, it’s colder there than here at the North Pole! 


Lights down. Dramatic music stab. 


NARRATOR: Across the gulf of space, minds that are to your minds as yours are 
to those of the beasts that perish, intellects vast and cool and unsympathetic, 
regarded the earth with envious eyes. 


SCENE 2 


Lights up on Martian child (Bulmar) sitting in front of a TV. Anderson Cooper and 
Santa are heard from the TV. A sleeping Droppo is sprawled out on a Martian 
couch. 


ANDY: How is it that your Reindeer travel so fast? Are they immortal reindeer, or 
do you maintain your own herd? 


SANTA: Well, you know Dasher and Dancer and Prancer and Vixen, Comet and 
Cupid and Donner and Blitzen? 


ANDY: You're referring to the reindeer names reported by Clement Clark Moore 
in 1823. 


SANTA: Well they all died of bovine cholera in the 1840's. Yes. | lost many 
reindeer and elves in those days. Most of the Reindeer we get now are imported 
from Finland... 


Kimar enters. 
KIMAR: | have returned from the Martian High Command, Bulmar. Please come 
greet me at our doorway as is custom. (Notices the TV) Bulmar! | told you not to 


watch so much Earthling entertainment! (turns) Droppo! 


He pulls out a remote and presses a button. Droppo jumps up and is suddenly 
screaming in pain. Kimar presses the button again, and it stops. 


DROPPO: Oh! Kimar! Why I must have fallen asleep. Silly me! But I’m awake 
now. No need to use the pain ray again. 


KIMAR: Droppo. | have entrusted the care of my child to you, and you have 
literally fallen asleep on the job. You are the laziest man on Mars! 


DROPPO: S-sorry Supreme Leader! | didn’t mean-- 


KIMAR: Bulmar sits in front of that viewing monitor all day. He hasn’t been taking 
his nutrition pills regularly, his weekly hibernation cycle has been disrupted, and 
he has stopped participating in healthy outside activities with his mandatory 
friend group. His study time has fallen to only 20 hours a day. These earthling 
programs confuse him. Especially Twin Peaks! 


DROPPO: Aw, sorry Supreme Leader Kimar, | was just up all night painting my 
living quarters, until | realized | was actually painting the side of the Relgech 
Monument! So | ended up going to Brain Prison for the morning. And now I’m just 
pooped. 

KIMAR: You got yourself in trouble again, did you? Classic Droppo. 

DROPPO: I’m sorry Supreme Leader, but | tried my best. 

Droppo gets up and slips on a toy martian car. He falls backwards on couch, 
letting out a yelp. Kimar laughs. Droppo tries to pull himself up on table. Knocks 


over popcorn all over himself. Kimar laughs some more. 


KIMAR: Oh Droppo, you remain amusing and likable, as always. | can’t stay 
mad at you. Get out of here, you silly little rascal. 


DROPPO: Yes, supreme leader Kimar! Ok! Bye Bulmar! 


Droppo stumbles comically out of the room. Kimar goes over and switches off the 
viewing monitor. Bulmar looks at him angrily. 


KIMAR: Bulmar. You were to severely limit your intake of earthling media. 
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BULMAR: Father... what is a “Barbie?” 


KIMAR: You don’t need to know about that earthling tradition. It is irrelevant to 
the common good. 


BULMAR: What is “tender-loving-care?” 
KIMAR: | will hear no more of this! Go to your hyperbolic study pod. 


BULMAR: Yes, Father. (gets up to leave) 


SCENE 3 


Scene change: The Martian Council Chamber. Three Martians (Vulgarr, Geetar, 
and Rebar) stand in circles of light, meditating. A Royal Martian Tune plays and 
the Martians snap out of their trance just as Kimar strides in, taking his place. 
Vulgarr sits, ceremoniously. 


VULGAR: All hail Supreme Leader Kimar, ruler of the Subterranean Martian 
Alliance! 


KIMAR: Please, Vulgarr, stand. (Vulgarr stands) My friends. | have called this 
urgent meeting because of a new threat to our way of life. Our children are 
behaving strangely. Their routines have become lax and wasteful. They struggle 
with the basic tenants of Martianism. | fear the surge in popularity of the earth 
television programs is not merely a coincidence. 


GEETAR: My two kids won't stop talking about those dang Nintendos. Always 
with the Nintendos! It’s like, what, Hover Books aren't good enough for you now? 


VULGAR: We needn't bow to the whims of our own children. If we do not outlaw 
this distraction, “entertainment,” our civilization will fall into ruin. All productivity 
will cease! We must adhere to the new tenets of Martian Prosperity, and remain 
pure in our march toward a better future. Find and destroy all communications 


capable of receiving Earthling transmissions, censor all libraries and databanks, 
and stop this disease before it spreads even more! 


REBAR: Perhaps we could find some type of compromise. Maybe we could 
censor them on Thursdays, and stop communications on Mondays, or 
something? 


KIMAR: | will not be satisfied by simply eradicating all outside influence on our 
people. The path to true progress is sometimes unpredictable, and becoming 
isolationist may hinder that very progress. 


VULGAR: Bah! Sentimental drivel. Do not lecture us about the path to 
progress... we have achieved perfect progress in Martianism, now and forever! 


KIMAR: Enough. This question is beyond all of us. It flies in the face of all we 
know to be true. We must consult... The Ancient One. 


GEETAR: Chochim, the All-Seeing?! He has not been summoned since the end 
of the revolution! 


REBAR: Remember Kimar, when we sealed him beneath this council chamber, 
we swore we would not release him until our time of greatest need. 


VULGAR: Why waste our time entertaining the ramblings of a dethroned God? 


KIMAR: | am Supreme Leader, and it is within my authority to summon The 
Ancient One. l'Il hear no more on this matter. (Throwing up his hands) Chochim! 
Chochim! Great and mighty heart of Mars, last of the Jupiterians, wisest of all 
Life! We require your secret power, and demand your presence! | command you 
to rise! Rise! RISE!! 


Smoke and screams and laser beams. Out of a trap door or something comes 
Chochim, in the form of an old man, clad in mystical robes, eyes covered in 


jewels. 


CHOCHIM: Who... who summons Chochim?! 


12 


KIMAR: Itis |, Kimar of Mars. 


CHOCHIM: Ah, yes... my usurper. The Bloody Count himself. And his lapdog, 
Vulgarr the Vulgar. Why disrupt my rest, after only 60 solar revolutions? Not 
satisfied with the entirety of Mars under your boot? Are you that helpless without 
my power? 


VULGAR: Arrogant old fool! We should seal him away on a rocket and blast him 
into the sun! 


KIMAR: Chochim, our children are obsessed with entertainment from the planet 
Earth. What should we do? 


CHOCHIM: Ah, yes. Earth. | see it now. Christmas time. A time of great joy and 
celebration. The eating of rich foods, the warmth of the fireplace, the love of 
family... And a time of anticipation, as children wait for presents delivered by a 
great and powerful being known as Santa Claus. 


VULGARR: Bah! Joy. Presents. Such weakness! The earthlings prove to be 
quite a disgusting race indeed. 


KIMAR: What has this to do with our children, great one? 

CHOCHIM: Children? Heh he heh! When do they have time to be children? 
They are born, your electric teaching machines are embedded into their brains 
when they are still in the cradle, information is fed into their minds in a constant 
stream - They’ve never learned the value of fun. And now... they rebel. 
KIMAR: What can we do? 

CHOCHIM: The children must learn to be children again... but there is no 
Martian who can show them the way. The solution is obvious: You need Santa 


Claus... on Mars! Heheheheheheh!! (lightning, Chochim fades away). 


REBAR: Santa Claus... on Mars? 
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GEETAR: Where will we get a Santa Claus? 
KIMAR: There’s only one Santa Claus, and he’s on Earth. 
VULGARR: Nonsense. Chochim is merely playing with us, taunting us-- 


KIMAR: This is a serious matter, Vulgarr. Desperate problems require desperate 
deeds. Earth has had Santa for long enough. We will bring him to Mars. 


VULGARR: You know how dangerous fun is, Kimar! Individual personalities are 
the downfall of every civilization. 


KIMAR: I’ve made my decision. We leave for Earth tonight. Geetar! Rebar! 
Prepare Flying Saucer Number One. 


SCENE 4 


Lights down. Lights up inside the Flying Saucer. Rebar, Vulgarr, and Kimar sit on 
the bridge, twisting knobs and dials. 


REBAR: Approaching Earth now. 
VULGARR: Speed nominal. 

KIMAR: Initiate landing procedures. 
VULGARR: Reverse thrusters engaged. 
KIMAR: Steady. 

REBAR: Entering the upper mesosphere. 


KIMAR: Extend all flaps and drive fins. 


VULGAR: Wait. Something’s wrong, the gyro-meter isn’t compensating for the 
gravitational pull. 


KIMAR: Check it. 


Vulgar opens up panel reading “Gyro-Meter”. Out pops DROPPO covered in 
wires. 


VULGARR: A saboteur! Droppo, you traitor! 

DROPPO: Oh! I’m s-s-sorry! | just wanted to see what Earth looked like-- 
REBAR: Were losing our flux frequency! 

KIMAR: Emergency landing, Plan Zeta-67! Put her down near that lake! 
REBAR: Hold on to something! 

They all grab their panels. Droppo grabs some levers. 

DROPPO: Whoooooa! 

KIMAR: No Droppo, no! 

REBAR: We're dropping too fast! 

VULGARR: Get him off the levers! 


Kimar pulls Droppo off the levers. They land, hard. Everyone flies to the floor. 
They get up, rubbing their heads. 
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KIMAR: Damned if you aren't the finest Flying Saucer pilot I’ve ever sailed with, 


Rebar. 


VULGARR: This fool almost got us all killed! We should execute him right here 
for treason! 


DROPPO: Oh no! Don’t execute me, please, Mr. Kimar sir, | wasn’t trying to 
crash the ship, honest! 


KIMAR: Droppo, | told you to stay on Mars. I’m very disappointed in you. 


VULGARR: Disa-- Disappointed?! How disappointed would you be if we all 
exploded on impact?! 


Droppo farts loudly. 

DROPPO: Oh! Sorry, | toot when I’m nervous! 

Rebar and Kimar laugh. 

KIMAR: Oh Droppo, you’re so funny. 

REBAR: He always knows how to bring up my spirits. 


VULGARR: What?! That wasn’t funny! He just farted, that’s stupid! He’s a 
danger to this mission! 


KIMAR: Oh be quiet, Vulgarr. Droppo didn’t mean any harm, did you Droppo? 


DROPPO: N-no sir! | wouldn't harm a fly! 
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Droppo tries to lean on a control panel but just falls over. Kimar and Rebar laugh. 


KIMAR: Watch out Droppo! 


REBAR: Classic Droppo! 


VULGARR: What is wrong with you people?! This isn’t funny! His clumsiness 


almost killed us! We need to at least confine him to the brig so he doesn’t do any 


more damage! 
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KIMAR: I’ve a better idea. Droppo, watch the ship for us when we're out. 
DROPPO: Of course sir! lII just activate the shields, here... (Pushes a button.) 
SHIP: SELF DESTRUCT INITIATED. 

Kimar rushes over and pushes the button again, quickly. 

KIMAR: And, uh... try not to touch anything, would you? 

VULGARR: Oh, come on! Are we really doing this?! 


KIMAR: Alright men, grab your weapons. Let’s go find ourselves a Santy Claus. 


SCENE 5 


Scene change. Two children walking in a forest. 

BILLY: And then he showed Anderson Cooper around the bicycle factory... Oh! 
And then he read people's tweets about it on air. And they made Santa laugh. Of 
course, most everything makes Santa laugh. 


BETTY: Billy, what do you want for Christmas? 


BILLY: | want... a real lightsaber! (Makes sound effect) Then nobody would 
mess with me. 


BETTY: | want a lightsaber too! 

BILLY: | want a horse, so | could ride all around the school! 
BETTY: Me too! | want a horse! 

BILLY: | want to meet a Martian! A real life Martian! 


BETTY: | don’t want that. 
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BILLY: Why not, Betty? We'd get to go on TV and talk about it. We could take 
pictures with the Martians and post them online. 


BETTY: It'd be scary. 


BILLY: Maybe. But everything fun in life is a little bit scary. | wouldn’t scream or 
nothin’. 


BETTY: Yeah you would! 


BILLY: No | wouldn’t! Not a peep. l’d look those Martians in the eyeballs and say, 
“Hey! I’m Billy! Nice to meet ya!” 


The Martians walk up behind Billy holding laser pistols. 

BETTY: (pointing) Billy... Billy! 

BILLY: What? 

BETTY: M-m-m-m-m-Martians! 

BILLY: Aw, you can’t fool me! I’m not gonna fall for it. 

BETTY: No, really! There’s three of them! And they have laser guns! 
BILLY: Stop screwin’ around, wouldja? 

KIMAR: Excuse me. 

Billy turns around and sees the Martians. 

BILLY: WAAAAAAH! Cheese and rice! | almost messed in my britches! 


KIMAR: Don’t be afraid. We aren’t going to hurt you. We're from Mars. 
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BILLY: Gee whiz Betty, you weren't lyin’. Real, live Martians! 


VULGARR: We should slit their throats and throw their bodies down the ravine 
before they alert the earth’s military. 


BETTY: | don’t wanna be thrown down a ravine! 

KIMAR: Then tell us where the location of Santa Claus is. 

BILLY: What? Why do you wanna know that? 

BETTY: Everyone knows that Santa Claus lives at the North Pole. 

BILLY: Dang it, Betty, now they don’t have any reason not to slit our throats! 
BETTY: Oh no! 


KIMAR: Now now, children, we won't kill you if you promise not to tell anyone 
about us. 


VULGARR: We can’t trust human children. We should eliminate them and be 
done with it. 


KIMAR: | had my fill of killing children in the revolution. (both Kimar and Vulgarr 
look into the distance, thousand yard stares) | don’t mean to start again. 


REBAR: Now hold on, gentlemartians. There's a middle ground here. We could 
take them with us, they could show us where Santa is, and we could leave them 
there after we kidnap him, boom. 


KIMAR: Good idea, Rebar. Alright children, face down on the ground, hands on 
the back of your heads. No quick movements! (they do so) 


VULGARR: We should just extract their brains and use our neurohacking 
nanorobots to take whatever information we want. 
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(the children scream into the ground) 

KIMAR: There’s no need for the Brain Extractor. | have this under control. 
VULGARR: Pah! Even you are becoming weak. Like son like father. 
KIMAR: Enough, Viceroy. Take them to the flying saucer... unharmed. 


Vulgarr begrudgingly does as he’s told. Lights down. 


SCENE 6 


Lights up on Anderson Cooper 


ANDY: Tonight on Tonight with Anderson Cooper, I’m Anderson Cooper. Children 
missing. Unidentified Flying Saucers. And the President’s drunken late night 
tirade. Billy and Betty Foster went missing yesterday from their farm in Welch 
Lake, Manitoba. Local authorities were quick to suggest that the recent uptick in 
Wolverine attacks may be to blame. In unrelated news, flying-saucers have been 
spotted near Welch Lake, Manitoba. Military insiders report that The Royal 
Canadian Air Force is enforcing a no-fly zone over the area, diverting key aircraft 
from the battlefront. 


Lights down. Lights up inside the Spaceship. Droppo is showing the kids around. 
DROPPO: And here’s the Gyro-meter! | hid in here to catch a few winks, and 
before | knew it the ship was crashing! | guess | must have rolled around those 
wires and pulled something loose. 

BILLY: Oh Droppo, you're so silly. 

BETTY: | really like you, Droppo. 


DROPPO: Thanks kids! | like you too. It’s sad that Vulgarr will probably kill you. 


BETTY: | don’t want to be killed! 
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BILLY: Wait... Droppo, could you help us escape? 


DROPPO: Well | don’t know about that. lm supposed to be keeping an eye on 
ya’! 


BILLY: Oh... Waitaminute- here! | got a picture of us. You can have it, Droppo. 
That way, you can always keep an eye on us. 


DROPPO: Oh! That’s a swell idea, Billy! | wish | would have thought of that. 
Kimar will be so proud of me. 


Droppo exits, looking at the picture. Billy breathes a sigh of relief. 
BILLY: Thank God for that idiot. 
BETTY: What are we gonna do? 


BILLY: | have an idea. We can hide in the Gyrometer box, then when we get to 
the North Pole we can sneak out and warn Santa. 


BETTY: Wait, they're coming! 
Billy and Betty scramble into the Gryo-meter. The Martians enter. 


VULGARR: How could you leave the children in Droppo’s charge? What if he 
screws up again - like he always does - and they escape? 


KIMAR: Droppo just wants to feel like he’s part of the mission, Vulgarr. Now man 
your post. 


REBAR: Trajectory set. We’re ready to go to the North Pole. 


KIMAR: Engage. 
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SCENE 7 
Lights down. Lights up in a snowy North Pole. 


VULGARR: Damn! | told you he’d lose them! A picture. Looking at a picture. 


REBAR: Well, you did say “keep an eye on them.” You should have been more 
specific. 


VULGARR: No! Don't just... make excuses! He’s the dumbest Martian alive and 
he’s a Lieutenant in the Martian Space Force! Who's idea was that?! Why is he-- 


KIMAR: Enough Vulgarr. We got here in one piece. | can activate our robot and 
order it to search for the children. 


Holds up communicator. 

KIMAR: TORG! Initiate search mode. Find Billy and Betty. 

TORG: (From communicator) Initializing. Targets confirmed. Mission Accepted. 
VULGARR: Just where is this workshop, anyway? We can leave the children to 
freeze to death for all | care. We should complete our mission and leave this 
forsaken rock. 

KIMAR: Then stop complaining and start scanning. 

The Martians pull out Tricorders and exit. Billy and Betty enter. 

BETTY: It’s so cold, Billy. 


BILLY: We have to keep moving... If we stop we'll freeze! 


BETTY: There! 


BILLY: What? 
BETTY: | see lights, through the snow. 
BILLY: Oh yeah. | see them too. Wait a minute... that’s not Santa’s workshop! 


TORG lumbers onstage - A fearsome, blocky robot with glowing eyes and 
massive pincers. 


TORG: Kill mode initialized! Proceeding to murder children! 
BILLY: Run! 

The children turn to run. Betty suddenly falls, her foot caught. 
BILLY: Betty, get up! 

BETTY: My foot! My foot is stuck on something! 


Billy goes down to help Betty and tugs at her leg as the robot approaches... 
extremely slowly. 


TORG: Oh snap! Now you're mine, bitches! 

Betty screams. 

TORG: Two little children to kill. It must be my birthday! 

Betty screams. 

TORG: | am Torg. | like long walks on the beach... and MURDER! 
Betty screams. 


TORG: | am fluent in over 6000 dialects... of MURDER! 
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Betty screams. 

TORG: Look on the bright side... | get to MURDER you! 
Betty screams. 

TORG: Roses are red. Violets are blue. (beat) MURDER! 
Billy frees her just as TORG is near. They run offstage. 


TORG: W-Wait. Come back. 


SCENE 8 


Scene change. Santa’s workshop. The elves are singing and working. Billy and 
Betty bust in, panicked. 


BILLY AND BETTY: THERE’S A KILLER ROBOT AND IT WANTS TO MURDER 
US AND EVERYONE WE NEED TO BOARD UP THE WINDOWS AND GET 
ANY WEAPONS WE CAN AND FEND IT OFF OR WE'RE ALL GONNA DIE-- 


LEGOLAS: Whoa, whoa! Calm down children, calm down! Now you’re saying 
there’s an evil robot? Chasing you? 


BILLY: Where’s Santa? Martians are after him too! 

BETTY: Yeah! 

LEGOLAS: Now wait a minute... Robots? Martians? (to audience) These kids 
sure have wild imaginations! Okay kids, why don’t you come inside and l'Il get 
you some hot chocolate and we can get you warmed up-- 


TORG: (from outside) Knock knock. 


BLINKY: Who’s there? 
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TORG knocks down the door. 
TORG: MURDER!! 


Everyone screams and runs around. They run into each other and into tables and 
fall over, panicking. 


TORG: Silence meat-bags! (they stop) Accept it. Your deaths are inevitable. 
Please form a murder que. 


The elves line up, crying. 
TORG: Okay, now stand still so | can pull out your intestines. 
Santa enters. 


SANTA: Ho ho ho! What’s going on out here in my workshop? Why aren't you all 
singing and making toys? 


BOB: Well Santa, this robot knocked down our door and said he’s going to 
murder us. 


SANTA: Ho ho! Robot, you say? Well all the robot toys I’ve met have been kind, 
decent folk. 


TORG: Iam no toy. My primary function is murder. 


SANTA: Oh my! Would you look at this! Why, you’re the biggest, shiniest toy I’ve 
ever seen! 


TORG: Does not compute. 


SANTA: Look at you! You’ve got bendy arms, and blinky lights, and a funny 
voice. You’d make a fantastic toy! 


TORG: Wow. That means a lot. 
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SANTA: Children would have so much fun getting piggyback rides from you! And 
you could help them with their homework, or sing a song, or do a dance! 


TORG: Oh my gosh, dancing? | love dancing! (does “The Robot”) 
SANTA: Amazing! You’d be the most popular toy this Christmas, that’s for sure. 
TORG: Could I really be the best Christmas toy? 


SANTA: Of course! Blinky, let’s take this toy apart and see how it works, so we 
can make more of them! 


Blinky carefully approaches the robot, grabs its claw and leads it away. 
TORG: Oh boy, I’m stoked. Wow. This is gonna be awesome. 


Lights up on Martians looking into Santa’s window as Santa meets and greets the 
children, hugging them. 


VULGARR: My god... he’s stopped TORG. The robot's nothing more than a toy 
now. 


REBAR: His magic is powerful. What're we gonna do, Kimar? 
KIMAR: We'll have to go in ourselves. 

VULGARR: Finally, a good fight! 

KIMAR: Now remember, we need Santa alive. Set your pistols to Still. 


Vulgarr rushes in, does a roll and shoots the children, freezing them in place. 
Rebar and Kimar come in behind him, shooting the elves. 


SANTA: Oh my! What-- What is going on here? Who are you? And what have 
you done to Billy, Betty, and my little helpers? 
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VULGARR: Freeze, fat man! One false step and you’re pudding! 


SANTA: Well... it wouldn’t be so bad, being pudding. And if you are what you 
eat, then most of me already is pudding! Ho ho ho! 


VULGARR: Shut up! Shut your greasy mouth old man! 

KIMAR: Come along quietly, Santa. We’re taking you back to Mars. 
SANTA: But... my helpers... 

KIMAR: They'll be fine. We've only frozen them for a short period of time. 


SANTA: Oh. (waves hand in front of Billy) Oh my, how interesting! | hope they 
can still move their lungs. 


REBAR: What? 


SANTA: Humans need to move their diaphragm to breath. If they don’t get 
oxygen, they'll die. Or suffer permanent brain damage. 


KIMAR: It'll wear off in a minute or so. Come along now! 
SANTA: Well... | guess | can’t refuse. 
Mrs. Claus enters. 


MRS. CLAUS: What’s going on here? Why have you all stopped working? I’ve 
never seen such lazy people! Santa, | thought I told you to finish-- 


She gets shot and freezes. 
SANTA: Oh! Ho ho. | wish | had that thing! 


KIMAR: They can still hear you. 


SANTA: Oh! Ho... ho... 1, uh... | was just kidding sweetpea! | didn't mean it. (to 
Martians) Let's get outta here. 


They exit. After a moment, the elves and Billy and Betty unfreeze, collapsing to 
the ground, coughing and gasping for air. 


BILLY: No... They've taken Santa... we've failed. 

BETTY: This is going to be the worst Christmas ever! 

LEGOLAS: Without Santa there'll be no Christmas at all. 

BOB: Well... people could just go to church and stuff, | guess. 

Everyone sighs and cringes. 

BILLY: We really need to save Santa. 

BETTY: Come on, elves. Let’s go! 

BOB: Oh. No, uh, we have to stay here. To... keep... making presents? 
BLINKY: Yeah! We're really behind schedule. 

LEGOLAS: Back to work guys! 

They run back over to their tables. 

BILLY: Oh, Fiddle-Faddle! Those dang elves... | Knew they were cowards the 
moment | laid eyes on them. Come on. We can sneak back onto their ship if we 
hurry. 


They run off. Lights down. 
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ANDY: Tonight on Anderson Cooper Tonight, I’m Anderson Cooper. Santa Claus 
kidnapped by Martians. World leaders have convened in Geneva as President 
Trump Jr. calls for a planetary coalition against Mars - ordering a temporary 
ceasefire with Canada and putting the invasion on hold. 


SCENE 9 


Scene change. Kimar and Vulgarr are on the bridge. 


KIMAR: Are we being pursued? 


VULGARR: Nothing on the sensor array. Mission accomplished. 

Droppo enters, laughing. 

KIMAR: How’s our captive, Droppo? 

DROPPO: He’s having the time of his life! I've only been with him for five 
minutes and he has me laughing so hard | broke the sensor array! Hey, listen to 
this: what’s cylindrical, soft, and you put it on a stick and toast it in a fire, and it’s 
green? 

KIMAR: | don’t know, what? 

DROPPO: A martianmallow! 

Droppo and Kimar laugh for a long time. 

DROPPO: (through laughter) Martianmallow! ‘Cause... ‘cause it’s green, and 
they’re marshmallows... but green is like associated with Martians, so 


Martianmallow... 


VULGARR: That’s what you're all becoming. Martianmallows. Soft. Weak. That 
old man is a menace. 


KIMAR: You'll change your tune sooner or later, Vulgarr. 
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DROPPO: Martianmellow... pfffffthahahahah! 


SCENE 10 


Scene change. Santa sits alone, humming a song. The children are suddenly 
thrown into the cell by Rebar. 


REBAR: Now stay put, you troublemakers! 
SANTA: Billy! Betty! You came to rescue me! 
BETTY: Sorry Santa... we got caught. 


SANTA: Oh, that’s alright. It’s the thought that counts. Come over here and sit on 
my lap. That'll make you feel swell! 


Billy and Betty do as they’re told. 


SANTA: There we go. This is a totally normal, not creepy thing to do. 
Comfortable? 


BETTY: Yes, Mr. Santa Claus. You're right, | do feel better. 

BILLY: It’s nice, | guess. 

SANTA: What’s wrong, Billy? 

BILLY: It’s our fault, Santa. We told them where you live. 

SANTA: Oh, balderdash and a fiddle-dee-dee, Billy boy. Everyone knows where 
Santa lives. They would have found me sooner or later. Besides, I’ve always 


wanted to go to Mars! Now, let’s talk about something fun to pass the time. 


BETTY: Do you remember what you gave me last Christmas, Santa? 
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SANTA: Oh yes, Betty, of course! You were so good | gave you exactly what you 
asked for: A new rocking horse! 


BETTY: You do remember! 

BILLY: What about me, Santa? 

SANTA: Ho ho, well Billy, | remember you too. You have a good heart, but a bad 
habit of being naughty. So | gave you a good present, but not exactly what you 
asked for: A brand new video game. 

BILLY: | really wanted that lightsaber. 

SANTA: Ho ho! Well, be a good little boy and maybe you'll get it one day. 


BETTY: Santa... what’s gonna happen to us? 


SANTA: I’m not sure, Betty. But don’t worry. l'Il make sure nothing bad happens 
to you two. 


They all hug. Vulgarr enters, smirking. 


VULGARR: Well well well... if it isn’t Santa, and the two earthling children. How 
are you all doing this wonderful evening? 


BETTY: Get away from us! You’re mean! 
VULGARR: That’s not a very nice thing to say. 
BILLY: You aren't fooling us, Vulgarr. You want to kill us. 


SANTA: Now now, Billy. That’s not the Christmas spirit! (to Vulgarr) We are doing 
just fine, Vulgarr. How are you? 
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VULGARR: Well since it’s going to be a long voyage | thought maybe I’d show 
you around the ship. What do you say? 


SANTA: A tour? Ho ho, that sounds marvelous! Let’s go children, it'll be fun! 


SCENE 11 


Scene change. The airlock room. Vulgarr leads Santa and the children in. 
VULGARR: Come on in here. This room is very... fun. 
SANTA: Where are we now Vulgarr? 


VULGARR: This is the surprize room. You know what happens in the surprize 
room, don’t you? 


BETTY: No, what? 


VULGARR: Well, if | told you, it wouldn't be a surprize. Why don't | show you 
instead? Stay right here. 


Vulgarr exits through a door. 

BILLY: Waitaminute... (checks door) No! He’s locked us in! 

VULGARR: (over intercom) SURPRIZE. This room is called the “air lock.” 
BETTY: Oh, oh! | know what an air lock is! 

VULGARR: Oh really? Why don’t you tell us? 


BETTY: It’s the part of the ship that the astronauts exit out of. They put on their 
spacesuits and then they go out into space! 


VULGARR: Very good, Betty. And do you know what happens to astronauts that 
go out into space without their space suits? 


SANTA: Ho... this room isn’t very fun after all. 


VULGARR: Their blood boils in their veins. Their eyes freeze open in a horrific 
visage. The air is ripped from the lungs, collapsing their chest cavity! 


An alarm sounds. 

SHIP: AIRLOCK OPEN IN FIVE SECONDS. 
BILLY: What the cuss?! 

SANTA: Grab a hold of something! 

The three grab a hold of some things. 


SANTA: And watch your language billy! If you didn’t swear so much, maybe 
you'd get that lightsab-- 


The door opens. Fans blow. Stage crew dressed in black come and lift up the 
legs of the children. They all scream. Vulgarr laughs into his intercom. 


SANTA: Children, give me your hands! 

BILLY: We'll die! 

BETTY: Our blood will boil! 

SANTA: You're just going to have to trust ol’ Saint Nick! 

They grab Santa’s hands. Lights down. Lights up on Vulgarr. 

VULGARR: Ha ha ha ha! Silent night, Santy Claus. And now, with those pitiful 


fools out of the way, | can finally enact my full plan to take over the Martian high 
command and-- WHAT THE HELL!? 
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Santa and the children have walked up behind Vulgarr. 

SANTA: We're not Feliz Navi-dead yet! 

VULGARR: How... how did you-- 

SANTA: Ho ho ho! I’m magic! (does a little jig) 

VULGARR: That doesn’t make any sense! 

Kimar enters. 

KIMAR: Vulgarr! What’s going on here? Why are the prisoners walking free? 
VULGARR: | just-- they just-- but how did-- magic doesn't-- 

SANTA: Oh, Vulgarr here accidentally locked us in the air lock. Then he 
accidentally sucked us out into the vacuum of space. It was all just a big 
oopsie-daisy. 

KIMAR: Vulgarr. You’ve defied my orders for the last time. I’ve had enough of 
your disrespect, and outright denial of my authority. | hereby strip you of your 
rank of Viceroy and confine you to your quarters for the rest of this voyage! 
VULGARR: You can't! | helped you build this nation out of the fires of war! | was 
by your side when we slew the former shogunate! Their blood is on both our 


hands! 


KIMAR: | grew into a leader, Vulgarr. You... | should have left you on the 
battlefield. 


Vulgarr suddenly pulls his knife and lunges. Kimar draws his gun and fires. 
Vulgarr freezes. Kimar leans close to him. 


KIMAR: You think I’d be foolish enough to walk around unarmed with you on 
board? You think | haven’t seen you sulking in the shadows, plotting my 


34 


downfall? You will find a comfortable jail cell when we return to the Red Planet. 
And then you will stand trial for treason! 


SANTA: Well | know who's getting coal this Christmas! Ho ho ho! 


SCENE 12 


Scene change. Billy and Betty enter Kimar’s living room. Bulmar sits by the TV. 
BILLY: Wow! A real life Martian house! 

BETTY: And it’s underground! 

KIMAR: That’s right children. The surface has been inhospitable since the ninth 
Great War. We had to start living underground. The only thing that stops us from 
getting brain cancer from all the radiation are these helmets. 

BILLY: Oh. Can... can we have some helmet? 

KIMAR: Uuuhhhhhh come over here, | want to introduce you to someone. 
Bulmar! Pull yourself away from that viewing monitor and say hello to Billy and 
Betty. 


Bulmar sighs, stands, and walks over. He suddenly jolts up. 


BULMAR: Oh my God! Oh my God! Dad! Why didn’t you tell me you were 
bringing humans over? 


KIMAR: Bulmar, say hello to your new earthling friends. 
BULMAR: They prefer to be called “humans.” | know. I’m actually really invested 
in their culture. (To Billy and Betty) Howdy you doing? My name is Bulmar. 


(awkwardly extends hand) 


BILLY: I’m Billy and this is my little sister Betty. (Billy shakes his hand and 
Bulmar shakes way too much) 
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BULMAR: (to Kimar) That's called a high five. (to B&B) | love earth! I’ve always 
wanted to go there. See the cherry blossom trees and the mountains... I’m really 
into your TV. | watch humans on TV all the time! 


BETTY: Really? Wow! 
BILLY: | didn’t know Martians were watching us. 


BULMAR: Oh yeah, | watch all sorts of humans. Loud humans, angry humans, 
humans in love, humans attempting physical feats of strength and agility, humans 
fighting dead humans, humans trying to heal other humans with primitive 
medicine, and of course, the greatest show of all time, Pokemon. 


KIMAR: That’s enough Bulmar. | have another surprize for you. Guess who we 
kidnapped? 


BULMAR: GASP! No. No. Frickin’. Way. You did not... kidnap Santa Claus. 
Kimar motions towards the door, smiling. Santa enters. 
SANTA: Ho ho ho! Merry Christmas, Bulmar! 


BULMAR: Santa! OH MY GOD! It’s the real Santa! Does this mean we're having 
a Christmas? Do | get presents? | haven’t even thought about what | want! OH 
OH! | want Amiibos, and Skylanders, Funko Pops, just... as many as you can 
buy, | need like a lot of them. Please please please! They’re only like 40 bucks 
each! 


KIMAR: | hope you can have a Christmas, Bulmar. | want all Martian children to 
know the joy of Christmas. (to Santa) Santa. I’m sorry we kidnapped you in such 
a fashion. And I’m sorry Vulgarr tried to shoot you out into a cold and horrifying 
death. All | want is for the children of Mars to be happy. Wouldn't you please 
show us how to have a Merry Christmas? 
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SANTA: Well, I'll tell you what. If you promise to return me to earth in time for 
earthling Christmas, I'll help you setup your very own Christmas right here on 
Mars! How's that? 


KIMAR: You have a deal. 
CHILDREN: Hooray!! 
Everyone dances for exactly 3 seconds, then stops. 


KIMAR: Come on children. We have a workshop to build! 


SCENE 13 


Happy Christmas music plays. The set transforms into a sci-fi Christmas 
workshop. The children paint toys happily, as Kimar shows Santa some levers 
and buttons on a fancy and expensive new control panel. 


KIMAR: I’ve used our most advanced technology to speed up production. This 
button here is for baseball bats, this button is for teddy bears, and this button is 
for everything else. Pulls these levers in sequence to mix and match and create 
all new toys! Here’s the code book. (hands him ridiculously huge book) My 
favorite is AF-25344. (Pulls levers, a stuffed Martian animal comes out) Haha, 
Merry Christmas! It looks just like the puppy | had when I was a child. 


SANTA: Oh, well this is all very nice Kimar, but | usually don’t work this way. 
KIMAR: We need to speed up production if we’re to get you back to earth in time 
for Christmas. I'll leave you to it. Let me know if you want any more children as 
workers; | could probably kidnap some more up for you. 


He leaves. Santa rests his head on the control panel. 


SANTA: Hmm, let’s see then. What’s the code for yo-yo? Why isn't this 
alphabetized? Is this just random, or...? (puts codebook down) Look at me. 
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Santa Claus, the great toymaker, reduced to pushing buttons. That’s innovation 
for you. 


BETTY: Santa... my fingers are starting to hurt. 

SANTA: Oh, come now, Betty. Elves never get tired! Are you a good little elf? 
BETTY: Yes sir... 

SANTA: That's the spirit! Back to work! (She returns to work) What do Martians 
want for Christmas? It’s hard to tell... they’ve never had a Christmas. Should | 
give them all presents, even the naughty ones, just to make up for all the 


Christmases | missed? Oh me oh my, oh me oh my. | need some hot chocolate... 
With peppermint schnapps! Ho ho ho! 


SCENE 14 


Scene change. Vulgarr chained up in a cell. Droppo enters. 
DROPPO: Hey there, Vulgarr! I've got some dinner for you. 
VULGARR: About time. I’m starving. 


DROPPO: We have... (holds up different colored pills) Roast turkey, mashed 
potatoes, honey ham, and for dessert, chocolate ice cream! 


VULGARR: What's this? Pills for dinner? Who am I, (insert topical celebrity who 
recently died of drug overdose)? 


DROPPO: These are special nutritional supplements, just for prisoners. 
VULGARR: Whose stupid idea was this?! 


DROPPO: Well... it was yours. You wrote the law saying that we shouldn’t waste 
real food on prisoners. Don’t worry, they fill you up real quick! 
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VULGARR: You can take those pills and shove them-- 


DROPPO: In my mouth? Oh thank you Vulgarr! I'd love to! (eats pill) Mmmm... 
chocolate ice cream. My favorite. 


VULGAR: (has evil idea) Hey Droppo... why don’t you come over here? 
DROPPO: What? Oh... I’m suppose to stay away from you, Vulgarr. 


VULGARR: Yes, but if you come over here and give me the keys to these 
chains, then I'll be able to eat my nutritional supplements. 


DROPPO: Oh, | dunno... I’m not supposed to unlock anything. 
VULGARR: Oh... oh I’m so hungry! The pain! This is inhumane! You are so 
cruel, Droppo. How am | to eat anything with my hands chained like this?! Oh, 


woe is me, woe is me! 


DROPPO: All right, all right, hold on! I'll free one of your hands. Just one. That’s 
enough to eat a pill. 


Droppo walks over and unlocks a hand. Vulgarr punches him and knocks him 
out. 


SCENE 15 


Scene change. Santa snoozes on the panel, a mug and an empty bottle of 
schnapps next to him. The children stop working, rubbing their hands. 


BILLY: Santa... we're tired. Santa? SANTA!! 


SANTA: Ho! What? Where? Oh. Billy. Have you finished painting 
three-hundred-thousand toy trains yet? 


BILLY: No, Santa... we're really tired. 
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BULMAR: Yeah! 
SANTA: But good elves never sleep. 
BETTY: Were not elves! Were little kids! 


SANTA: Oh, | guess you're right. I’m sorry children. You can take a break. But be 
back in one Martian hour. Remember to punch out. 


The children shuffle away, grumbling, punching a timecard. 

SANTA: One Martian hour. | don’t even know how to read that thing! (points to 
bizarre Martian clock) Why are there so many hands? Like, what’s going on 
there? Oh no... I’m starting to get less than 100% Jolly. |... | suppose | should get 
a little shuteye too. But there’s still so much work to be done! Maybe | could 
press... (yawns) just a few... more buttons... 

Santa dozes off again. The lights turn blood red. Santa is sleeping. We see 
Vulgarr slowly creep into the room. He starts messing with the workshop 
machinery, chuckling to himself. 

VULGARR: (to audience) | can reprogram this machine to explode next time it 
makes a toy. Santa and the earthlings will die, and the workshop will go up in 
flames, with me hidden far away. I’m so devious and clever. | don’t understand 
why nobody likes me. 

The children enter, punching their timecards. 

BILLY: Oh no! Santa, Santa! It’s Vulgarr! 

VULGARR: Ah! Quiet, you little brat! 

SANTA: What? Oh my! 


BETTY: He was screwin’ around with our workshop! 
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VULGARR: Stupid little cretins! I've had just about enough of you! 


Vulgarr grabs a baseball bat and approaches the children. The children scream. 
Santa jumps up, grabs a bubble gun and shoots Vulgarr in the eyes. 


VULGARR: Oh God! My eyes! My EYES! 

SANTA: Quick children, grab a toy! Any toy! 

(they grab toys) 

VULGARR: | can't see, | can’t-- 

The children run over and grab toys: Bubbleblowers, marbles, Nerf guns, squirt 
guns, fun noodles, party poppers, silly string, cymbals, bouncy balls - anything 
they can use to slow Vulgarr. They start hitting, entangling, and shooting him 
repeatedly. Vulgarr drops the bat and struggles against the cute onslaught. He 
become blinded, slips and falls to the ground. Santa laughs the whole time. 
Kimar, Rebar, Geetar, and Droppo run in. 

DROPPO: There he is! 


Kimar pulls a gun. 


KIMAR: Cease fire, children, cease fire! Well well. Looks like you 
underestimated the power of Christmas, Vulgarr. 


(Geetar and Rebar rush over to Vulgarr and restrain him, handcuffing him) 
VULGARR: No, no, it’s not fair! 
GEETAR: Your Christmas goose... is cooked. 


REBAR: Ha ha, yeah! (high fives Geetar) 
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KIMAR: I thought some time in the dungeon would cool you off, but now I see 
you're just a menace who can’t stand progress. There’s no place in Martian 
society for dogmatists like you. 

VULGARR: Damn you, Kimar! And damn you, Santa Claus! 

KIMAR: | hereby cast you out of the Subterranean Martian Alliance! You will 
spend the rest of your days wandering the dusty wasteland of the Martian 
surface, fighting for survival against savage raiders and hordes of twisted 


monsters. 


VULGARR: You best kill me now, Kimar. If you leave me alive | swear | shall 
return and reek my vengeance upon you and those you love. Mark my words! 


KIMAR: No. | cannot kill you, Vulgarr. You were right about one thing. We have 
shed too much blood together. You are my shadowy reflection. But I will not allow 
myself to become like you. Rebar... take him away. 

Rebar shoves a gun in his back and he and Geetar lead Vulgarr offstage. 
VULGARR: Kill me, Kimar! Give me that honor! Kill me, you coward! KILL ME!! 
They exit and everyone breathes a sigh of relief. 

SANTA: Well, that sure was exciting. 

BULMAR: We did it! We saved Christmas! It’s just like a Hallmark movie! 
KIMAR: That’s right. And we learned to have fun along the way. 

Kimar and Bulmar hug. 


BILLY: But Vulgarr broke the toy machine... and tomorrow is Christmas Eve! 


BETTY: We can't make all these toys before Christmas. It’s impossible. 
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KIMAR: Now, now Betty - that’s not the Christmas spirit. 
SANTA: Ho ho! Now you're catching on! 


KIMAR: | have a surprise for everyone. While you were all working hard, | made 
a special trip to a certain blue rock. Come on in, fellas! 


The elves enter with TORG. They all shout in joy and hug. 
SANTA: Oh Kimar, this is wonderful! 


LEGOLAS: TORG helped us finish making presents for all the earth children! He 
sure is helpful. 


TORG: All inefficiencies in Santa’s workshop have been metaphorically 
MURDERED. 


BOB: We haven't got a minute to spare. 
BULMAR: Anything’s possible if we work together! 
BLINKY: Yeah! Let’s do this... the old fashioned way! (holds up tools) 


SANTA: Ho ho! Now that’s the way | like it. Elves, children... away! Ho ho ho! 
Away! 


They all cheer and go back to making toys. Kimar and Droppo join in. Happy 
music plays. The lights slowly fade down on Santa and the crew, and a spot 
slowly fades up on a Martian wandering a wasteland in a tattered cloak. Wind 
whips around him. He removes his hood, revealing himself to be Vulgarr. He 
looks towards the heavens. 


VULGARR: Stars above! All gods, ancient and new! Hear me! | will retake this 
world from Santa Claus’s sanctimonious claws. | swear on the lives I’ve taken in 
war and peace, | swear by the souls of my forefathers who watch me now from 
the heights of Olympus Mons, there will never be a Christmas on Mars. You hear 
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me Kimar!? NEEEVEEERRR! (actor should hold out this word as long as 
possible) 


[intermission] 


ACT II 


SCENE 16 


Lights up on Vulgarr addressing a gathering of three Martian wasteland warlords: 
Bone Muncher, Rustface, and Traytarr. 


BONE MUNCHER: So Vulgarr, why should the surface clans listen to you, lackey 
of Kimarr the Defiler? 


RUSTFACE: If it weren't for you two, we'd still be in control of the Dilithium 
mines. 


TRAYTARR: | want nothing more than to see you and that villainous Kimarr 
publicly immolated for your crimes! 


VULGARR: Gentlemartians. | know | have done you wrong in the past. But the 
blame lies not on my head for your failures. | defeated you in battle as a true 


Martian should. Hate not your superiors, but your own weakness instead. 


TRAYTARR: (stands) Silence! Rustface, Bone Muncher, this man is wasting our 
time. We should throw him to the mutant hounds. 


VULGARR: They would die at my hands, as all dogs do. 


BONE MUNCHER: (laughs) lII give you this, Vulgarr. You have a huge set of 
green balls on you. 
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RUSTFACE: Say we follow your lead. What's to stop us from betraying you and 
taking all of Mars for ourselves? 


VULGARR: Let me worry about that. The only thing you three need to worry 
about is your ability to follow orders. Swear your allegiance to me, and | will use 
your might as it should be used: To conquer this planet, crush all who doubt us, 
enslave the Kimar sympathizers, and then... to Earth. 


RUSTFACE: Earth? 


VULGARR: I’ve been there. I’ve seen their cities. Undefended. Indulgent. Weak. 
An unspoiled world just waiting for its masters to arrive. Think of it: You'll be 
Lords of Mars and Earth, with millions of slaves to serve at your pleasure. 


TRAYTARR: As long as we bow to you. 


VULGARR: Traytarr... the weak are merely food for the strong. | belong above 
you, just as you belong above the rabble. Each one of us must know their place. 
Mine is on the throne of The Solar System. 


BONE MUNCHER: (laughs) Very well, Vulgarr. The strongest should lead. Let 
me be the first. (kneels) | swear to fight under your banner. Mars and Earth will 
be ours. 


TRAYTARR: Hmph. 

VULGARR: Who else will join in our glorious conquest? 

RUSTFACE: In truth, I’ve been waiting for this moment. | never thought our war 
of revenge would be lead by Vulgarr the Vulgar himself. But so it is. Let’s not 
waste anymore time. (kneels) The Rust Clans will follow you into battle my dark 


king! 


Vulgarr looks at Traytarr. 
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TRAYTARR: Interesting. (beat) | will join this campaign on one condition. | want 
Kimar’s son, Bulmar, to keep alive as my personal jester. 


VULGARR: Ha ha ha! It has been too long since I’ve heard talk such as this. 
Very well, Traytarr. We shall have ourselves a war, and you a new jester. Kneel. 


Traytarr hesitates, but finally kneels. 


VULGARR: Yeeeessssss.... The sons of Mars shall rise from the dust and the 
Red Planet will turn green with blood. | will forge a new empire of Mars and 
Earth. Twin planets, conceived in battle! My flying saucers shall spread the cruel 
tenants of New Martianism to every corner of outer space. All will know the glory 
of true order and despair! Hahahaha!! Now come, we will start by hewing their 
Santa Claus as a carcass fit for the razor-snakes. And when we have cast him 
into the pits of Marineris, we will bring Kimar’s vile elites to sunder! (evil laughter 
as the lights fade) 


SCENE 17 


Scene change. Lights up on Santa’s workshop. Droppo suddenly stumbles in, 
knocking over and breaking multiple toys. 


DROPPO: Oh no! | broke all these toys the kids were making! Oops! lII have to 
make more now. Let’s see... maybe... (walks over to a wooden block, holds it up) 
Well what could | make this into? | know! A slinky! | just love slinkies. They go 
down stairs better than | do! (grabs hammer) Maybe | should just hit it a few 
times and see what happens. (hits his hand) Ow! My thumb! (hits again) Ow! My 
finger! (drops hammer) Ow! My foot! (bends down to pick it up, hits head) Ow! 

My head! Jeez... Making toys is hard. Maybe | could use that fancy machine over 
there. 


He stumbles over to Santa’s control panel. 


DROPPO: Hey fancy machine over there! Will you help me make toys for 
Christmas? 
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MACHINE: Identity verification in progress. 
DROPPO: What? 


MACHINE: BEEP. Access denied. You are not Santa Claus. Any further failed 
attempts will be met with lethal consequences. 


DROPPO: Lethal consequences? Not again! What am | gonna do? | gotta trick 
this machine into thinking I’m Santy Claus! (to audience) Hey kids, can you help 
me out? Whaddaya say?! 


Audience is taken off guard and says nothing. 


DROPPO: Well, I’m gonna need more excitement than that! When | say Merry, 
you say Christmas. Ready? Happy--! 


Smattering of confused “Christmas?” from the audience 


DROPPO: Yeah! Alright! So kids... | need to look like Santy Claus. What does 
Santa wear? Oh! Here’s some Santy outfits over here. (Holds up two Santa 
Claus outfits) Which one should | wear? This? Or... this? Point to which one! 


The audience is very uncomfortable, but they start to point. 


DROPPO: This one? Or... this one? Now it needs to be unanimous. I’m gonna 
need 100% audience participation here, or we’re not moving on. You gotta point. 
This one? Ok ok, this one. 


Droppo puts on a jacket and pants whilst humming a Christmas tune. 


DROPPO: Uh-oh. | need to fatten up. lIl never pass as Santa with this girlish 
figure. Lets see... (Pulls out pills) Chocolate cake. (eats pill) Bacon with whipped 
cream. (eats) Buttered lard. (eats) The entire Applebee’s menu. (eats) Yum yum! 
| can feel my blood thickening already! Let’s see... (holds out suspenders) This is 
taking too long. What could | stuff in here to make myself look fatter? Help me out 
kids! Do you see anything onstage that | can use to make myself look fat? 
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Improvised shenanigans where Droppo shoves a lot of stuff down his pants, 
finally doing so with a pillow. 


DROPPO: Oh yeah! I’m looking like Santa now! But something is still missing. 
What’s missing, kids? (he scratches his chin and the top of his head) Hmm... 
what could be missing? What? (audience points and shouts) Oh, my head? Oh 
yeah! | need a hat and a beard. (goes over to machine) Look, a spare hat! And... 
a spare beard! Whadduya know! (puts them on) Oh boy! Now | really look like 
Santy Claus! Ho ho ho! HO HO HO! Come on kids, let’s sing a happy song 
together to help me get into the Christmas spirit! 


Droppo starts singing “Jingle Bells,” encouraging the audience to join in, but all 
his lyrics are just “jingle bells” over and over. Vulgarr, Rustface, Bone Muncher, 
and Traytarr very slowly enter from the wings, their faces painted, crooked knives 
held at the ready. They sneak up slowly behind Droppo. The audience 
sporadically stops singing and tries to point them out and warn Droppo, but he 
just keeps singing, oblivious. Right before they get up to him, Droppo stops. 


DROPPO: What? What's that you say? Someone here? Behind me? Well let me 
just turn around and-- 


Vulgarr lifts up Droppo’s beard from behind and slits his throat. Droppo gurgles 
on his own green blood as it erupts from his neck. The other Martians leap onto 
Droppo, stabbing and slicing him mercilessly. Droppo shrieks and falls to the 
ground as they continue to stab him, covering themselves in his blood. Vulgarr 
finally stops it, pulling his minions back. Droppo lies motionless on the ground. 


RUSTFACE: It is done. We are heroes. 
TRAYTARR: Now to Kimar’s quarters! 


VULGARR: Wait... something’s not right. Santa takes the form of an Earthling. 
His blood should be red, not green. 
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They glance at each other. Vulgarr kneels and pulls the fake beard and hat from 
Droppo’s face. The Martians gasp. 


VULGARR: Droppo?! 

TRAYTARR: Who is this? What’s going on, Vulgarr? 
BONE MUNCHER: A decoy? 

VULGARR: They know we're here. 

RUSTFACE: What? How?! 


VULGARR: We need a new plan. | know of secret tunnels hidden throughout this 
base. We need to retreat and bide our time. 


TRAYTARR: Heh. So much for following your lead, eh Vulgarr? 


VULGARR: Watch your tongue. I’m still the commander here. This way. 


SCENE 18 


They go down into the trap door. The lighting changes, and Kimar, Santa, Billy, 
Betty, and Bulmar enter, laughing. 


SANTA: So it turned out it wasn’t a chimney at all, but the smokestack on the 
Titanic! 


They all laugh. 


KIMAR: Oh Santa, you crack me up. | love this new phrase, “crack me up.” | 
want to use it every day! 


SANTA: Ho ho. Don’t wear it out now. 


BILLY: Good luck tonight, Santa. 
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BETTY: Yeah! | just know this is gonna be the best Christmas ever! 


SANTA: And I’d bet my bottom dollar you're right, missy! First Earth, then Mars. 
A Christmas for the ages! Ho ho ho! 


BULMAR: I'll sure be sad to see you go, Santa. 
SANTA: (notices Droppo) Oh... oh no. 


KIMAR: What? (turns, seeing Droppo) Gadzooks! Who... (runs over, then stops) 
No... Droppo? DROPPO?! 


Kimar kneels at Droppo, desperately checking to see if he lives. He’s dead as a 
doornail. Kimar sobs into Droppo’s body. Betty and Billy start to cry quietly. 


KIMAR: My little Martianmellow... (beat) Vulgarr. It was Vulgarr. | know it was. 
Kimar goes to a panel and mashes a button. 

KIMAR: Attention, all Martians! Attention! This is Supreme Leader Kimar. There 
has been a terrorist attack at Santa’s workshop. From this moment on, every 
sector is in lockdown. Stay in your designated domestic units. All Martians seen 
outside their homes will be subject to pain-ray interrogation. This is your first and 
only warning! 

Everyone is silent as Kimar collects himself. Then, awkwardly - 

SANTA: Ho ho! Everyone’s on lockdown. It’s like we’re snowed in! We could all 
change into our pajamas, and watch Die Hard, and... (beat, nobody reacts) You 
know, all that green blood on that red suit looks like Christmas colors. Ho ho ho! 
(No one laughs) 

BETTY: Santa. 


SANTA: (takes a knee) Yes Betty, what is it? 
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BETTY: Can you just, like... shut up? Okay? 
SANTA: Oh. All right. 


KIMAR: Claus. When | brought you to my world, | did it for the sake of the 
children. | never thought that |, Supreme Leader of the Planet Mars, would ask 
anything of you for myself. | have never received a Christmas gift. But now, | 
must beseech you for one. 


SANTA: Oh! A Christmas present! That’s something | can do! Hold on... (goes 
and grabs chair, puts it center stage and sits) Well come on over here! You’ve 
been a good boy this year, | suppose you deserve presents. (pats lap) 


Kimar sits on Santa’s lap. Dramatic spotlight on Kimar. 


KIMAR: The warmth of your lap offers no solace to my troubled mind this 
evening. More than anyone, Droppo wanted to see Christmas firsthand. But it 
was stolen from him, along with his life, by a very naughty Martian who | put into 
power. The blame for this tragedy lies with me. In my hubris | allowed Vulgarr to 
live. Now, | must correct that mistake. Santa! Grant me vengeance this 
Christmas. Put nothing between my sword and the beating hearts of mine 
enemies. The only thing | wish to see beneath my tree Christmas morning is 
Vulgarr’s severed head. 


SANTA: (gulps) But Kimar, how can | help? I’m suppose to spread comfort and 
joy, comfort and joy! Not death and retribution. 


KIMAR: Your magic is worth more to me than a hundred battalions. 
SANTA: But Kimar, I’ve never helped kill anyone before. It’s just not very... jolly. 
KIMAR: The most jolly song to be heard on Mars Christmas day will be the 


jingling bells of Vulgarr’s funeral, jingling all the way into the grave. (standing) We 
shall sing a slaying song tonight! 
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SANTA: Well... | do like sleighing! Okay Kimar, just this once, l'Il grant you a 
Christmas miracle. Let’s get justice for Droppo! 


CHILDREN: Yeah! 


SCENE 19 


Lights down. The curtains open, revealing the Martian Throne Room. Santa and 
Kimar stand solemnly. Kimar wears an elaborate Martian crown. 


SANTA: Are you sure about this, Kimar? 
KIMAR: He is my responsibility. 


SANTA: All right, if it's what you really want. But this is a big gift, so it’s the only 
one you're getting this year! 


Santa waves his hands in the air, does a dance, and throws glitter. Vulgarr 
appears. 


VULGARR: What in blue blazes?! How did I-- How did you-- 

SANTA: Ho ho ho! I’m magic! (does a jig) 

VULGARR: Damn it!! 

KIMAR: Vulgarr. Your time has come. | will finish you in single combat, here in 
the very throne room where we sealed our alliance in blood sixty Martian years 
ago. 

VULGARR: Heh. | remember it well. | did all the dirty work while you reaped the 
spoils. We've ruled together for decades, brother. But one cannot truly know 


another until they are locked in single combat - to the death! 


KIMAR: Very well. (Tosses him a Bat’leth) Come know me, worm. 
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Vulgarr chuckles. They start to circle each other. Santa backs up. 
VULGARR: What’s the matter, old friend? Afraid to strike? 


Kimar strikes. They fight. It’s epic. Eventually, Vulgarr is tripped and falls to the 
ground. 


KIMAR: The world has moved on without you, Vulgarr. Your hatred dies with you 
tonight! 


Vulgarr throws dust in Kimar’s eyes, then leaps up, disarming Kimar and slicing 
him across the belly. Kimar falls to the ground and his Bat'leth flies over to 
Santa’s feet. 

SANTA: Kimar! 

VULGARR: Ha ha ha! Another weak King falls to my blade. 

KIMAR: Santa... please protect... protect my son... 

VULGARR: Merry Christmas, old friend. 

Vulgarr stabs Kimar. Dramatic death. 


SANTA: NOOOOOOQOQQQOOOQOO0O0O0QO000000000000000000000000!! 


VULGARR: (solemnly) The throne made you weak, brother. And weakness is a 
crime that cannot go unpunished. 


Santa picks up the weapon at his feet. 
VULGARR: What’s this? The fat man thinks himself a warrior? Come on then! 


Show me what you're here for. Show me the power of the Great Elf King, Santa 
Claus! 
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SANTA: I’m here to kick ass and eat milk and cookies. And I’m all out of milk and 
cookies! 


Santa strikes. They fight. Surprizingly, Santa holds his own. They clash, and 
break away from each other. 


VULGARR: You have some moves, Claus. Your head will make a fine trophy. 
Perhaps I'll mount it above the throne, there. Right next to Kimar’s. 


Santa takes the bait and lunges, but Vulgarr parries and wounds Santa, who falls 
to one knee. 


VULGARR: (to the heavens) Is there no one in this universe who can challenge 
me?! Are all Earthlings this weak?! 


SANTA: Weak? No. There is a strength in us... a strength greater than you will 
ever know. (to audience) Children! | need your help! Lend me your strength. Let 
me know you love Christmas, and we can defeat Vulgarr together. | need you to 
clap! Clap until you can’t clap anymore! Clap your hearts out! Yes! That’s right! 
Don’t stop! Clap!! 


A heavy metal version of “Carol of the Bells” starts playing. 


VULGARR: (to audience) No! Stop, shut up! Stop clapping! | order you to stop 
clapping! He’s just an actor for God’s sake! 


SANTA: My Christmas Fighting Spirit is restored! | AM SANTA CLAUS! 
VULGARR: Nooooooooooo! 

Santa rushes forward and clashes with Vulgarr. They fight, each blow from Santa 
seeming to have a new strength behind it, and Vulgarr quickly becomes 


exhausted. Eventually Santa disarms Vulgarr and throws him to the ground. 


VULGARR: No! No, Santa, please! | can be of use to you... | can help you rule! 
Just let me live. Spare me! | beg of you! Spare me!! 
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SANTA: (to audience) What do you think, kids? Should | let him live? 
The audience will of course scream “No,” “kill him,” etc. 
SANTA: Well okay, if you say so. Vulgarr! See you in HO-HO-HELL!! 


Santa kills Vulgarr in some bloody and horrible fashion. Then, tired, he sits. 
Rebar, Billy, Betty, Bulmar, and the elves all run in. 


SANTA: It’s finished. 

REBAR: By the Gods. Kimar and Vulgarr... Our leaders are dead. 
Bulmar goes to his father’s corpse. 

SANTA: Bulmar... (stands) I’m so sorry. | failed him. 

BULMAR: No... my father died for Mars. For all of us. 

REBAR: By Martian law, Santa Claus is now our Supreme Leader. 
BILLY: What? 

SANTA: | am? 

BLINKY: But Santa... you have to deliver toys. You can’t be king of Mars! 
SANTA: Well, | suppose... 

A DING sound effect, as Santa has an idea. 

SANTA: Now wait a minute, Blinky. Maybe we can make lemonade out of all 


these lemons. Now that I’m in charge, | have the entire Martian Spaceforce at my 
command. We can deliver presents to Earth and Mars in record time! 
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LEGOLAS: Oh, yeah! That’s a great idea, Santa. 
BOB: We're gonna need more workers. 


BLINKY: Think about it, Bob. Santa is the king of Mars! He can command all the 
Martians to work! 


SANTA: That's right, Blinky! We can expand Christmas. And next year, we can 
deliver presents to Venus, and Jupiter, and... Heck, eventually, we could deliver 
presents to the entire galaxy! 

BILLY: Yeah, then everyone could celebrate Christmas! 

REBAR: And no one would be able to stop us. Nothing would stand in our way! 
BOB: We could destroy anyone who opposed us! 

SANTA: Ho ho ho, and WE WILL! (becoming more intense) We will spread 
Christmas to every dark corner of the galaxy, and build workshops on other 
worlds, and increase our labor force even more! All will be jolly, and there will be 
Christmas year round! 

BETTY: Year round? Awesome! 

Santa walks up the steps to the Martian throne. 

BILLY: Three cheers for Supreme Leader Santa! 

They all raise their fists and shout “HAIL” three times as Santa sits on the throne. 


SANTA: Ho ho ho! Merry Christmas... EVERYONE. 


Santa poses on the throne. Everyone kneels before his might. Spotlight on 
Santa, frozen. 
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NARRATOR: And so the great and terrible Santa Claus the Conqueror began his 
bloody, jolly crusade. Many wars and feuds did Santa fight. Honor and fear were 
heaped upon his name. And one day Santa would mount an even higher throne, 
and do the unspeakable to obtain it. But that is a story for another night. 
Heheheheh... 


[curtain] 


Actors come out and bow to “Hooray For Santy-Claus” 


